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Of a voice like the flowing of waters
In a cavern beside the grey sea, Of a song that was sorrowfully pealing
In a wonder of melody, Of a face and soft eyes and low singing,
And the grief-laden roar of the sea.
And he closed the book with a shudder,
As the twilight darkened down, And the moon's shimmer swam in the eddies,
Like the rim of a silver crown, Now fading and flickering in shadow
'Mong the autumn leaves yellow and brown.
And he passed from the desolate river,
And a cry went up in the air, Like the moan of the wind on the headland,
A dolorous cry through the air, Of a broken life and a vanished dream,
The cry of a soul in despair.